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J f I know how of which way to order theft aff'ayr<% 
Thus diforderly thru ft into my hands, 

Ncucr beleeue mee : both are my. kinfmen j - 
yk'a-nx- Tone is my Souerainge, whomc both my oath 

And dutie bids defend : t'other againe, 

Is my kinfman,whom the King hath wrong'd. 

Whom COnfciencc and my Kindred bids to right. 
Well,fomewhat wc muft doe : come Coofin, ' 
lie difpofe of you * Gentlemen, goc mufter vp your men. 
And meete me prefcntly at Barckly; 

Iihould to Plalhietoo,buttime willnotpermit : 

All is vncuen,and eucry thing is left at fixe and feauen. 
Exeunt T^uke, &j%ueene : manent Bufbie and Greene. ’ 
fc 'Sufi, The Wind fits fairc for newes to gofor./?y/W, 

But none returncs. Forvstolcuiepower 
Proportionable to the enemie, is all vnpoflible. 

Greene. Befides, our neerenelfe to the King in loue^ 

Is neere the hate ofthofe louc not the King. 

Bag, And that is the wauering CpmmonSifor their loub 
Lies in their Purfes, and whofo empticsthem, 

By fo much fils their hearts with deadly hate, 
p SA^-rc-^n Bujh. Wherein the King Hands generally condemn’d. 

Bag. If iudgement lie in them, then fo do we, 
Becaufewe euer haue been neere the King. 

/jrUt<rtk Greene. Well, I will for refuge ftraieht to Brift.Caftle, 
The Earle ol Wiltfhire isalrcady there. 

Bufb. Thither will will I with you, for little office ‘ 

Will the hatefull Commons performe for vs, 

Exceptlike Curres, to teare vs all in peeccs : ' 

Will you goe along with vs? ... 

Bag. No, I will to Ireland to his Maieftie J 
Farewell, if hearts prefages be not vaine, * 

We three heere part, that neere fiiali meete againe: 

Bufb. Thats as 7V^thriuc;rto beat bac kt Bultwdrooke 
Greene. Alas poore Duke,the taske he vndertakes, 

Is numbring Sands, and drinking Oceans dry, 

Where one on his fide fights, thoufands will flie : 

2* once, for once* for all and cucr.. > 

yhc* f Jo ZJJjjr- flu/?/- 


' 



Richard the Second. 

■ A 

Bujh. Well,weemaymceteagaine. 

Bag. Ifearemeneuer.^ 

Enter Hereford: Northumberland. 

Bull , How farre is it my Lord to Barckly now ? 

North , Beleeue me noble Lord, 

I am a ftranger in Gloccfterfhirc, ^ 

Thefc high wild hils and rough vneuen wayes, 

Drawes out our miles, and makes them wearifomc. 

And yet your faire difeourfe hath beene as fugar. 

Making the hard way fvveet and deledable : 

But I bethinkemewhatawearie way, ^ 

From Rauenfpurgh to Cotfhall will be found, , 

1 n Bpjfe and Willoughby wanting your company, 

Which I protefthatn very much beguild 
Thetedioufneileandprocdreof mytratiell; 

But theirs is fweetened with the hope to hatte 
The prefent benefite that I polfelfe, 

And hope to ioy is little leifein ioy. 

Then hope inioyed : by this the wcarie Lords 
Shall matte their way feeme fiiort, as minehath done. 

By fight of what I haue, your noble companie. 

Bui. Of much lelfe value is my company. 

Then your good words. But who comes heere ? 

Enter Harry Percie. 

North. It is my fon n e, you n g Harrie Perfe, 

Sent from my brother Worcefterw henfoeuer : 

Harry, how fares your V ncklc ? (of you 

Per, I had thought my Lord to haue learned his health 

North, Why? is he not with the Queene ? 

H. Per. No my good Lord, he hath forfooke the Court, 
Broken his ftaffe of office, and dilperft 
The houlhold of the King. 

North. What was his reafon ? he was notfo refolu'd. 
When laftwe fpake together. 

H.Per. Bccaufe vour Lordffirp was proclaimed traitourj 
But he my Lord, is gone to Rauenfpurgh, 

To offer feruice to the Duke of Herfordy 
And fent me ouer by Barckly todifeouer, 
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